if?: . \k 



The'Frjtget&eef V 

Our fownc of Cicetct in GlouceftcrfhijjC, 

But whether they betanc or ftainc we heart not, 

Enter "Northumberland. 

Welcome imy Lord, what is the newes? . ■ 

'Xfjrth. Firft to thy facrcd ftate wifh I all happmefle. 

The next newes is, l haueto Londonfent 
The heades of Oxford, Salisbury, Blunt and Kent, 

The maner oftheir taking may appeare 

Atlargedifcourfedimhisipapei heerc;. ' 

King We thankc thee gentle Peicic for thypaines, 

And to thy woorth Will adde right worthy gaines. 

Enter Lord Fit setter*; 

Fits. My Lord, l haue from Oxford fentto Londeo 
The heads of Broccas,andfir Bcnet Seely, 

T woof the daungerous confortcd traitors, > ’••• _ 

That fought at Oxford thy dire ouerthrow. 

<■ H n S Thy paines Fitz.lhall nor be forgot. 

Right noble is thy merit well I wot. 

Snter H. Terete. 

Terete The grandconfpirator Abbot of W eft mituro t 
With clog of conference and fowre melancholy 
Hath yeelded vp his body to the graue. 

But here is Carle illiuing, to abide • _ 

T hy kingly doooic> and fentcnce of his pride. 

king Carleil, this is your dooms; 

Choofe out fame fecref place, fame reuerent room© 

More th’an thou haft* and with it ioy thy lift. 

&oa$ thoti liu’ft in peace, die free from llrirc> 

For though:miD€ enemy thou baft euer becne, 

High fparkes of honour in tbeehaue 1 faene. 

fit J ^ * 1 1j ^ 

Enter Extonttfitb tie coffin, 
ext on GreatKmg, within this coffin I prefent 
Thy buried feare : herein allbreathleue lies 
The migbtieft ofthy greateft enemies. 

Richard ofBurdeaux,by me hither brought. , 

kfng Exton, I thanke thee not, for thou haft W S ^ , 


A deed of (launder 

Vpon my head andall {hisfamous Lana. 

Exton. From your owne mouth my Lo. did I this deed. 
King. They loue not poifon that do poifonneede, 

Nor do I thee; though T did wilh him dwad , 

1 hate the murthcrer, loue him murthcred; 

The guilt of confcience take thou for thy labor, 

But neither my good word, nor Princely fauour; 
WtthCaynego wander through fhadcs of night, 

And ncuer fhew thy head by day nor light. 

Lordes,I proteftmy foule isfullofvi'o, 

Thatbloud fhould fprincle me to make me grow: 

Come mourn© with me, for what I do lament, 

And putonfulleyn blacke incontinent. 

He make a voiage to the holly lande. 

To wafa thisbloud off from my guiltie hand: 

March fadly after, grace my mournings heerc. 

In weeping after this vntimely Beere. 

Fl’HlS. 
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